and I shared in Athens.
From here I could see her high school, a few empty soccer fields, and the tinge of blue that was the ocean on the horizon.
In Athens, we had had a hotel room high enough that we could see the Acropolis while still in bed.
In Cyprus, I felt a drag, as though I was caught in a net, one of those gigantic ones slowly trolling the ocean so that, for the lon gest time, the captured fish don't realize their danger. I stayed in Diana's room in her parents' apartment (though, for that first week, we were by ourselves).
In her room were twin beds, separated by a foot-wide gap, with yellow bedding and walls newly painted a dark green. At night we spilled over the gap into one another's arms.
The plane slips through clouds like a needle through skin.
In after all, so why should I care? It's cold, the ground is wet from the morning's rain, and the sky is a sullen gray. We're not talking. She gave the money to the old, toothless gypsy woman because the woman explained that her bad luck was in the money. Diana gave the woman her money, the gypsy wrapped it in a napkin, said words over it, then gave the napkin back. Though he died four years ago, the funeral, the laying to rest of his ashes?most of them?is happening only now. I have never seen this city before, and chances are I will never see his grave again.
They say when William
Kozma was younger he was wild, he was cocky, he had a moustache. They say he looked like Omar Sharif. 
